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"When  you  leave,  please  leave  this  book 

Because  it  has  been  said 
"Sver  thing  comes  t'  him  who  waits 

Except  a  loaned  book." 


"Shall  I  not  take 
mine  ease  in  Mine  Inn?" 

I  Henry  IV.  III. 


Entrance,  Ye  Olde  Chop  House 


GLITTER  and  glare  and  pretence  have  no  part  in  Ye  Olde  Chop 
House,  the  only  cosy  corner  in  the  financial  district  where  things  are 
just  as  they  were  one  hundred  years  ago.  Here,  forsooth,  at  118 
Cedar  Street,  is  a  spot  that  would  delight  the  heart  of  Ben  Johnson,  Kit 
Marlowe  and  the  wits  who  once  were  wont  to  gather  at  the  Hasty  Pudding 
in  the  London  of  long  ago.  The  spirit  of  Camaraderie  is  part  and  parcel 
of  this  delightful  hostelry.  With  the  long  pipe  and  the  flowing  bowl,  wit 
sparkles  like  the  effervescence  on  champagne  in  this  true  tavern  of  quiet 
and  substantial  comfort.  There  is  an  air  of  antiquity  about  Ye  Olde  Chop 
House  which  smacks  well  of  its  equally  ancient  traditions,  for  is  not  Ye  Olde 
Chop  House  no  other  than  the  Twentieth  Century  reincarnation  of  Old  Tom's 


Ye  Tap  Room 


where  once  the  gallants  of  the  very  beginning  of  the  Nineteenth  Century 
assembled  to  discuss  the  succulent  English  mutton  chop  and  the  gossip  of 
old  time  Manhattan,  the  while  they  quaffed  foaming  bumpers  of  mustv  ale. 
Those  were  the  happy  days!  Yet  the  times  of  Alexander  Hamilton,  Robert 
Fulton,  Tom  Paine  and  Aaron  Burr  were  not  so  different  from  the  jovial 
happenings  at  Ye  Olde  Chop  House  of  the  present. 

The  first  requisite  of  a  patron  of  this  Mecca  for  all  lovers  of  good  eating 
and,  once  upon  a  time,  good  drinking,  in  the  downtown  financial  canyons,  is 
that  he  be  a  good  trencherman.  And  small  reason,  when  it  be  considered 
that  here  is  cookery  fit  to  tickle  the  palate  and  warm  the  cockles  of  the 
heart  of  any  man. 

Bluff  Jack  Falstaff  himself  could  find  comfort  here  with  the  merry 
wives  of  Windsor,  for  the  ladies,  Lord  bless  'em,  are  as  welcome  as  the 
flowers  in  May  in  this  haven  of  all  good  fellows.  When  mine  host,  Harry 
Kramer,  took  over  Ye  Olde  Chop  House  in  1906,  he  determined  that  women 
properly  escorted  would  be  given  equal  opportunity  to  enjoy  this  charm- 
ing eating  place.   And  the  manner  in  which  the  fair  ones  gather  daily  at 


Cozy  Corner  in  Ye  Tap  Room 


luncheon  or  dinner  gives  ample  proof  that  there  are  those  who  enjoy  some- 
thing other  than  peacock  frippery. 

It  is  the  rule  rather  than  the  exception  at  the  luncheon  hour  to  see 
famous  lawyers,  architects  and  millionaires  of  the  financial  world  partaking 
of  the  substantial  fare  here  provided.  No  cosier  spot  than  this  can  be  found 
this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  It  is  a  true  resort  of  high  class  Bohemianism, 
and  its  fame  for  good  cookery  grows  as  each  day  speeds  into  the  bygone. 

Ye  Olde  Chop  House  is  but  a  stone's  throw  from  the  towering  struc- 
tures that  surround  Trinity's  Eighteenth  Century  graveyard.  Entering  the 
ground  floor  one  comes  upon  the  tap  room.  Behind  the  shining  bar  stood, 
in  days  gone  by,  hale  and  hearty  old  John  Skillman,  than  whom  there  was 
no -  more  jovial  and  expert  boniface  in  all  the  land.  John  knew  the  history 
of  Old  Tom's  and  Jerry  Hartigan's  chop  house  and  tavern  at  Thames  and 
Temple  streets,  from  which  evolved  Ye  Olde  Chop  House,  as  a  mother 
knows  her  chicks.  Gladly  did  he  tell  of  the  piping  times  when  "cherry 
bounce"  sent  many  a  good  man  rolling  homeward  like  a  sailor  on  a  choppy 
sea. 


An  Olde  Nook 


One  of  the  first  requisites  of  good  service  in  any  restaurant  is  the  per- 
sonal attention  given  to  every  detail  of  the  cuisine  by  the  house  manage- 
ment. Such  is  found  at  Ye  Olde  Chop  House  to  the  n'th  degree.  Every 
patron  is  welcomed  by  Host  Kramer,  and  there  can  never  be  a  question 
raised  by  a  critical  guest  which  is  not  instantly  rectified.  In  the  days  of  Old 
Tom  that  worthy  would  sit  at  a  table  and  keep  tabs  on  his  customers  with 
a  slip  of  paper  and  a  pencil.  Old  Tom  didn't  know  anybody  and  he  didn't 
trust  anybody.  Times  and  customs  change,  and  Harry  Kramer,  the  genial 
proprietor,  is  constantly  extending  the  circle  of  his  guests.  One  of  the  reg- 
ular features  at  this  resort  is  the  annual  dinner,  which  is  ever  marked  by 
the  utmost  of  good  fellowship.  Beefsteak  parties  are  one  of  the  stellar  fea- 
tures of  Ye  Olde  Chop  House,  and  the  log  book  of  the  institution  records 
many  a  merry  party  attended  by  patrons  representing  brokerage,  coal  and 
iron,  shipping,  railroad  and  machinery  interests,  to  say  nothing  of  the  law, 
engineering,  architectural  and  other  professions. 

"Come,  landlord,  fill  the  flowing  bowl  until  it  doth  run  over,"  was  a 
slogan  oft  heard  and  oftener  repeated  in  this  merry  resort  of  those  who 


View  of  Grill  Room 


know  what  they  want  when  they  want  it.  If  one  would  lunch  or  sup  in 
the  tap  room  with  its  sawdust-covered  floor,  dark  tables,  chair  and  furnish- 
ings, one  could  see  about  him  those  things  of  the  past  which  tell  of 
the  days  when  Broadway  and  Forty-second  street  was  a  cow  path.  Past  a 
stand,  where  the  fresh  meats  with  chops  two  inches  thick  and  the  vege- 
tables are  lying  out  on  ice,  one  can  wend  his  way  into  the  unique  and  cheery 
dining  room  beyond.  Here  are  stalls  and  fair  barmaids  and  waitresses  to 
carry  food  and  drink  to  the  fortunate  guests  of  this  delightful  place.  It  is 
just  as  ancient  in  that  dining  room  as  it  is  in  the  tap  room.  In  fact,  the 
patrons  of  Ye  Olde  Chop  House  do  not  want  new  fangled  ideas  and  mod- 
ern methods.  They  do  not  want  improvements.  They  want  the  good  old 
foods  served  in  the  good  old  way  in  a  good  old  place.  Over  the  bar  hangs 
the  ancient  sign:  "The  Old  Chop  House,  Established  1800.  Choice  Old 
Ales."  Tacked  on  the  sign  is  a  horseshoe,  and  the  luck  has  never  run  out, 
but  rather  increases  as  the  days  pass  by.  Surely  there  never  was  a  place 
more  quaint  and  more  provocative  of  pleasant  reveries. 

The  connoisseur  and  the  gourmet  have  found  that  which  satisfies  their 


Ye  Grill 


aesthetic  demands  in  this  little,  tumble  down,  three-story  brick  building 
which  Host  Kramer  has  transformed  into  the  most  desirable  inn  in  the  pre- 
cincts of  down-town  Manhattan.  A  man  who  doesn't  patronize  Ye  Olde 
Chop  House  is  the  man  that  doesn't  know  about  it,  and  his  class  grows  less 
as  the  happy  legions  who  know  a  good  thing  when  they  see  it  spread  the 
story  of  this  rendezvous  of  bon  viveurs. 


Ye  OLDE  CHOP  HOUSE,  118  Cedar  Street,  West  of 
Broadway,  is  a  quaint  relic  that  dates  back  to  1800,  and  was 
formerly  known  as  "Old  Tom's".  Aside  from  the  historic 
interest  of  the  place,  which  may  be  said  to  be  symbolized 
by  the  smoky  rafters,  the  crooked  little  stairs,  the  sawdust 
on  the  floor  and  the  delicate  aroma  of  pre- Volstead  days 
that  still  lingers  about  the  Grill  room,  the  visitor  will  enjoy 
the  excellent  steaks  and  English  mutton  chops  that  arc  a 
feature  of  this  restaurant. 

—The  Key  to  New  York. 


Ye  OLDE  CHOP  HOUSE,  118  Cedar  Street, 
occupies  one  of  New  York's  oldest  Buildings  and  in 
every  way  suggestive  of  the  very  early  days  in  New 
York's  history;  the  best  of  food  is  served;  a  la  carte. 

— The  Chamber  of  Commerce,  State  of  New  York. 


You  may  reach 

Ye  OLDE  CHOP  HOUSE,  118  Cedar  Street, 
between  Church  and  Greenwich  Streets,  two  blocks 
west  of  Broadway: 

East  Side  Subway — Wall  Street  Station 
West  Side  Subway — Cortlandt  Street  Station 
6th  and  9th  Avenue  "L" — Cortlandt  St.  Station 
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